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A  POEM^ 

Now  is  the  time,  by  dark  Astrologers  foretold, 

When  the  malignant  planets  would  conspire, 

To  wreck  the  world. 

The  earthquake's  shock,  the  lightning's  deadly  flash- 

The  cyclone's  swoop,  the  dark  tornado's  blast — 

O'er  land  and  sea,  the  elements  would  rage. 

And  bring  dire  peril  to  the  human  race. 

Astrologers  may  err,  their  data  are  not  unfailing, 

Causes  unknown,  may  mitigate  their  meaning  ; 

But  in  this  period,  as  if  decreed  by  fate. 

Calamity  has  wrought  a  fearful  wreck. 

If  still  you  claim  their  science  is  unmeaning, 

And  near  akin  to  the  dark  Gypsy's  craft, 

It  must  be  true,  that  when  they  wrote  that  record. 

Some  one  did  make  a  wondrous  guess. 

And  now  dark  portents  rise  upon  the  distant  East, 

Egypt's  dark  hordes  rise  up  to  fierce  revolt ; 

China's  dense  millions,  tiring  of  contempt, 

With  strange  reluctance,  brave  the  fate  of  war. 

It  seems  it  were  a  crime  against  mankind. 

To  force  these  pagans  to  defend  their  lands 

Against  the  christian  spoiler. 

To  spurn  their  treaties,  scorn  their  ancient  fame. 

And  treat  their  people  with  contemptuous  hate. 

Such  crimes  as  these  against  their  nation, 

May  bring  a  fearful  retribution. 

As  the  swift  toilers  in  the  busy  hive. 

Yield  their  rich  stores  into  the  spoiler's  hand. 

But  when  he  comes  by  wanton  malice  led. 

Maltreats  their  people,  desecrates  their  home. 

With  what  wild  tumult  rise  their  myriad  host. 

And  sting  him  to  a  blinding  death. 

But  now  an  evil  thing  has  happened  to  our  people  I 

Shall  foreign  minions  spurn  our  proffered  food  ? 

Shall  lordly  kings  insult  the  noble  hog  ? 

This  king  must  be  a  Jew  I   but  no  ! 

The  world  proclaims  !    he  is  a  noble  christian  ! 


Perchance  he  may  have  read  the  bible. 

Within  the  pages  of  that  ancient  book, 

There  is  a  message  from  the  great  King  of  kings 

A  sort  of  proclamation  to  his  people, 

Wherein  he  did  reveal  to  man  that  high  philosophy, 

To  be  his  guide  through  all  the  ages, 

To  save  his  soul  from  Hell,  his  body  from  pollution. 

"  Thou  shalt  not  eat  the  flesh  of  swine,  it  is  unclean. 

Reads  much  like  the  message  of  this  German  king  ; 

They  are  so  like,  in  form  and  meaning. 

His  seems  much  like  a  plagiarism. 

One  is  the  word  of  that  great  God, 

Whose  boundless  wisdom  made  the  world. 

And  cursed  it  with  such  baleful  things. 

As  snakes  and  hogs  and  savage  beasts  ; 

But  with  that  all  pervading  love, 

Which  shows  his  highest  care  for  man, 

He  gave  against  each  vicious  thing — 

A  needful  warning. 

Against  the  beasts  that  roam  the  earth. 

And  prey  upon  the  human  race, 

Man  needs  no  written  law— 

Their  savage  instincts  are  apparent. 

Not  so  the  subtle,  crafty  snake. 

Fit  tool  to  do  the  Devil's  work, 

Nor  yet  the  Devil  tainted  hog 

Man  might  not  know,  by  instinct  taught, 

The  deadly  danger  lurking  there. 

The  other  is  the  word  of  man. 
The  message  of  an  earthly  king. 
He  tells  us  of  what  science  taught, 
The  wonders  of  the  microscope. 
That  breeding  in  this  loathsome  meat, 
It  shows  a  million  deadly  parasites. 
Which,  if  one  fasten  on  the  flesh  of  man 
More  fatal  than  the  serpent's  fang, 
T'will  breed  pollution  through  his  frame. 
We  are  often  taught,  perhaps  'tis  true, 
God's  law  was  given  to  the  Jews, 


But  now  we  have  a  revelation, 

That  well  may  teach  the  doubting  christian 

Teach  him  that  God  through  all  his  works, 

Will  verify  and  prove  his  words  ; 

That  he  ne'er  spoke  to  Jew  or  Christian, 

In  words  that  bore  a  double  meaning  ; 

That  time,  nor  space,  nor  man  will  know, 

The  termination  of  his  law. 

Go  fondle  with  the  poisonous  snake, 
Perhaps  he  may  forget  to  sting  you  ; 
The  law  that  cursed  his  baleful  race. 
Is  older  than  all  philosophy. 
Yet  this  most  fated  foe  of  man. 
Has  ne'er  forgot  that  laws  command — 
Nor  will  forget !  till  in  the  wreck  of  time. 
The  world  sinks  down  in  endless  night. 

'Tis  said  that  when  a  field  or  wood. 

Infested  by  the  rattlesnake — 

A  kind  of  kingdom  where  he  rules — 

Is  entered  by  the  sluggish  hog, 

Forthwith  a  contest  is  begun — 

For  mastery. 

As  Devils  fought  for  highest  name. 

Till  Satan  reigned  supreme  in  Hell. 

As  there  are  degrees  of  evil, 

And  Devil  knows  superior  Devil  ; 

So  the  vile  snake  doomed  to  defeat. 

Lurks  in  his  den,  and  shuns  the  hog  : 

His  poisonous  fangs  most  deadly  thrust. 

Can  never  harm  his  turbid  blood. 

Meanwhile  the  hog  by  malice  led, 

Hunts  for  his  foe  through  field  and  wood, 

Nor  rests  till  with  malicious  snout. 

He  drives  the  lesser  Devil  out — 

And  eats  him. 

fWe  often  read  of  savage  tribes, 

Who  gorge  themselves  with  human  flesh  ; 

But  It  would  be  a  shameful  thing, 

If  Christian  men  should  feed  on  snakes. 


It  is  a  strange  philosophy 

To  teach  in  such  a  land  as  this, 

Where  God  has  spread  with  lavish  hand, 

The  products  of  both  sea  and  earth, 

That  man  should  utilize  for  food 

Such  cursed  things  as  snakes  and  hogs. 

Perhaps  it  is  a  different  way 

To  reach  about  the  same  result, 

When  man  who  loathes  the  crawling  snake, 

Will  make  the  hog  his  staple  food. 

This  base  born  scavenger  of  the  earth, 

True  to  the  instincts  of  her  birth. 

Leaves  the  clear  brook  to  seek  the  slimy  pool, 

Revels  in  filth,  and  wallows  in  the  mire. 

The  deadly  carrion  is  her  favorite  food, 

And  poisonous  snakes  shall  feed  her  turbid  blood  ; 

Full  of  fell  hate,  to  mercy's  instinct  lost, 

A  shame  to  beasts,  she  feeds  upon  her  young. 

By  devils  urged  to  baser  deeds  of  shame, 

Like  the  dread  jackal  tears  the  human  breast  : 

What  mother,  by  a  mother's  instinct  moved. 

Would  trust  her  infant  with  this  awful  beast  ? 

What  food  is  this  to  drag  man  down, 

Imbrute  his  nature,  poison  his  blood. 

And  stain  the  fair  casket  of  his  soul. 

Even  with  a  devilish  stain  ? 

As  the  clear  brook  fed  by  the  mountain  streams, 

Pure  as  the  polished  rocks  from  which  they  spring, 

Starts  on  its  mission  to  the  world  below, 

Freighted  with  gifts  poured  from  the  hand  of  God, 

The  crystal  water  in  its  rolling  tide, 

Is  stained  by  the  drainage  of  the  teeming  plains  : 

Unseen  and  silent  as  the  falling  dew. 

That  decks  the  flower  to  greet  the  morning  sun. 

The  subtle  poison  with  a  ceaseless  flow, 

Meets  the  clear  current  of  the  moving  stream. 

Powerless  its  poisoned  waters  roll. 

To  cast  the  pollution  on  its  shores. 

Till  the  clear  brook  whose  lucid  waters  shone 

Like  polished  silver  in  the  noon-day  sun, 


Glides  unresponsive  to  the  orb  of  day, 
Polluted,  poisoned,  sinks  into  the  sea. 

Ages  on  ages  of  the  life  of  man, 

A  foul  pollution's  flowed  into  his  veins  ; 

From  youth  to  age,  from  sire  to  son. 

This  baleful  poison  with  a  deepening  stain, 

Has  clouded  the  clear  current  of  his  blood  : 

Till  man,  who  with  each  succeeding  age. 

Grown  stronger,  purer,  with  clear,  bounding  blood. 

Should  rise  responsive  to  the  gifts  of  God — 

Sinks  down  degraded,  poisoned,  lost — 

Disease  the  first,  sure  heritage  ol  his  race. 

We  have  often  wondered  if  t'was  true, 

As  some  men  teach,  that  Christ  who  came, 

Not  to  destroy,  but  prove  God's  word. 

Had  by  a  later  dispensation — 

Absolved  the  hog. 

By  parables  and  words  of  wisdom, 

He  sought  to  teach  our  fallen  race. 

The  beauty  of  that  pure  religion. 

Where  men  obey  the  laws  of  God. 

It  must  have  been  a  wondrous  lesson. 

Of  highest  import  to  mankind, 

When  He — the  Lord,  great  Heir  of  Heaven  ! 

To  emphasize  what  God  had  said — 

Filled  swine  with  Devils — and  then  drowned  them. 

Why  should  statesmen  rage,  and  threaten  with  war 

And  retaliation,  a  friendly  people? 

Is  this  a  crime  condemned  by  nation's  laws. 

That  they  refuse  to  buy  polluted  meat  ? 

Should  this  great  King  whose  lengthening  record 

Tells  of  a  pure  life  : 

Who  stands  like  a  strong  bulwark  to  restrain 

The  maddened  passions  of  a  continent. 

When  he  shuts  out  the  hand  that  brought  his  people 

Food,  breeding  the  seeds  of  stinging  death. 

Heed  the  wild  mutterings  of  men, 

Whose  groveling  instincts  never  rise 

To  the  high  welfare  of  their  race  ? 


Such  swine-fed  statesmen  with  their  hellish  hate, 
Have  wrecked  more  nations  than  they'll  ever  save. 
Theirs  is  the  mission  of  that  godless  kind, 
To  breed  the  dark  tempest  of  fraternal  strife, 
Plunder  their  country  with  a  robber's  greed, 
And  brand  its  people  with  a  traitor's  name. 

Not  every  cloud  that  mars  the  sun. 

Bears  the  swift  messenger  of  death  ; 

Not  every  snake  that  crawls  the  earth. 

Strikes  with  the  deadly  venom  of  the  asp  ; 

Not  every  man  who  risks  his  life 

In  the  fierce  battle's  deadly  strife, 

Draws  in  that  lottery  of  death — 

His  final  prize. 

Many  there  be,  wounded  and  maimed. 

Rise  and  take  up  their  lives  again. 

And  bear  through  years  of  want  and  pain 

A  living  death. 

Yet  'tis  a  noble  thing  to  brave 

Danger  and  death  for  some  great  cause. 

But  what  a  base,  an  awful  thing. 

When  men  of  science  teach  mankind 

To  brave  the  dread  trichinae's  sting, 

Because  not  every  hog  they've  seen 

Breeds  in  his  cursed  and  slimy  meat, 

This  dreadful,  deadly  parasite. 

And  if  perchance  they  revel  there, 

That  is  no  proper  cause  for  fear, 

As  men  can  very  safely  eat  them, 

If  they  but  take  the  pains  to  cook  them. 

Cook  parasites  whose  deadly  sting 

Was  tempered  in  the  fires  of  Hell, 

And  call  them  food  for  man  ?   for  shame  ! 

Is  this  the  message  Science  brings  ? 

'Twould  seem  a  question  of  some  doubt, 

If  too  much  learning  makes  men  mad — 

Or  eating  pork. 
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